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to be included on the ration roll, and went out with him to
the porch.
" Can you train horses ? " he asked. " Have you ever
broken in a horse ? "
" I can't say I have/' Mishka admitted frankly, and at
once noticed a shade of dissatisfaction pass across the over-
seer's face. Scratching his back, the man stared fixedly at
Mishka.
" Can you use a lasso ? " he asked.
" I can."
" And you're decent to horses ? "
" Yes."
" They're like human beings, only they're dumb. Be
decent to them ! " he ordered and, needlessly going into a
fury, he shouted . " Look after them, and not with the
whip! "
For a moment his face was thoughtful and animated, but
the expression immediately passed, and a heavy crust of dull
equanimity took its place.
" Married ? "
" No/'
" You're a fool! You ought to get married ! " the overseer
gladly pulled him up,
He stood silently staring for a moment into the far flung
breast of the steppe, then yawned and went into the barracks.
During a month's service as drover Mishka heard not a word
more from his lips.
Altogether there were fifty-five stallions on the ranch, and
each drover had two or three droves to look after. Mishka
was entrusted with a large drove led by a powerful old*
stallion named "Bakhar/' and a smaller drove of some
twenty mares and a stallion nicknamed " Banal/' The
overseer sent for one of the most efficient and fearless of the
drovers, a man named Soldatov, and told him ;
" Here's a new drover. Mikhail Koshevoi from Tatarsk
village. Show him Banal's and Bakhar's droves, and give
him a lasso. Hell live in your hut. Show him where* Off
with you! "
Soldatov silently lit a cigarette and nodded to Mishka :
" Come on/'
In the porch he asked, pointing to Mishka's mare standing
half asleep in the sun ;